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SPAWN 141 SUMMARY 


Nyx is coming close to the end of her quest to save her friend Thea from a horrible fate in the dark pits of 
Hell. Casting a spell to find Thea results in alerting every Hell-born being to Nyx’s presence. And every demon 
within earshot is more then eager to “help” Nyx out. 


Falling for a trap leaves Nyx helpless with The Redeemer once again coming to her rescue. Feeling that she 
is near her limit, Nyx finally finds Thea. 


Extinguishing Thea’s soul is the only true escape from her personal Hell. Nyx has a hard time realizing this, 
but compassionately frees her friend. Once Nyx is finished, she reminds her insect partner that the original 
agreement was for safe passage for two and is able to keep her word to The Redeemer. The Redeemer repays 
with an oath to protect Nyx. 
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